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THIS WEEKEND, WHITSUNTIDE, is one of the most im-
portant religious festivals of our society. It is the spring festival
of the Motor God. Over the last 70 years this cult has swept
irresistibly across Britain. Ushered in with solemnity*, each car
preceded by a red flag, it soon burst through these legislative
restrictions and still celebrates its victory with an annual pro-
cession of holy relics that roar and splutter from London to
Brighton.

The Motor God is a household god, that has to be washed
and polished and propitiated with accessories. Professors axe
asked to estimate the demands it will make upon our cities and
towns, and a huge outcry goes up whenever its freedom of
movement is in any way restricted. Britain went to war with
Egypt, in 1956, and our soldiers are now fighting in the hot
desert of Southern Arabia to safeguard the sacred spirit which
the Motor God requires,

The Private Motor today means much more than transport
It is the individual's passport to freedom and power and per-
sonal status. The managing director's feelings about his Bentley
and the Rocker's love for his bike are indistinguishable. When
we talk about the scientific revolution at political meetings, the
vision conjured up in the minds of most of those who come to
listen is of a car, or a new car, or a faster car, of their very
own.

But the Motor God does not serve us for nothing* He exacts
a fearful tribute in return. Last year he took nearly 7,000